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Pvt TER faringly -epotlateth with Tu OMAS on his unprecedented 
Aleuer 05 the royal perſections i in his laſt New Year '5-Ode—Giveth Thomas a 
ö Jobation—Inſtructeth Thomas in bis tt a1de—T. alketh of Heralds, Males, 
Field. mice, and GENERAL CanvenTER—Telleth a frange flory of the 
- General —C onimendeth Majeſty, and laudeth his love of money, with delicious 
limiles—Peter info; meth Themas how he might have praiſed Majeſty for 
| piety and wconomy—Peler* s greal knowledge of nature He talketh of her 
= Here, manufactur es—Pe ter frat iſeth the royal Proclamation for leaving off” 
U n, and reforming fidling couriers and others—M; ifireſs WALSINGHAM 
not able t fin on A ' Sunday—mnvr my Lady Young—mr my Lonp OF 
ONE ExeTER=—17r my Lord BrUDENELL—wboſe excellence i in allending on the 
Rump Royal, Peter hig bly extolleth—nor the Welſh King WaTKkyN—whoſe OD 
; poor violoncelli Peter Pitieth—mr my Lord of SA LISBURY—Peter intima- £ 
teth an intended 22 in among cats and dogs, Pig eons, Wrens, ſparr: .es, 
and poultry—Love between the aforeſaid animals to be ſeverely pun d * 
made on the Lord 5 day—Monday the moſt decent day—Sir Joan Dick 
: giveth up Sunday Concerts for godlineſs—Sir John. 80 tar his great hobby 2 
borſe—Lords HAMPDEN and CHOLMONDELEY reproved for profaning the 
Sabbath by a full orcheſtra, 4 while the King enjoyeth only wind 22 uments— 


Peter relateth a fad tale of GERMAN Muster ANS, and concludeth with a _ _ 
pathetic fir mile of a woodeock—Peter returneth from digreſſion to Thomas— "= 
Peter aſteth ſhrewd queſtions of 7. homas—T] elleth a delectable little ſtory y of 
the King and ſcratch wigs—Declareth love for Majeſty—Prai ſeth the Part- 
| e denieth all odium towards his Sovereign, for a jealouſy of the” 


PRINCE. 


Eo 
PaINcs or WALES, for his rage ſon HANDEL, and enthuſiaſm for Mr. 
WrsT—Peter giveth two ſimiles—Peter telleth a tale—Peter till infifteth 
on love for Majefty==In oſtanceth royal magnanmity—ending with curiofi ty 
and national advantage—Peter ſhoweth the King's "ſuperiority to the Prince 
in the article of books—The royal wardrobe's ſuperiority to the Shops i in Mon- 
mouth &. treet—P eier expreſſeth more love for Majefty—4 tale—Peter maketh 
4 marvellous di ſcovery of the cauſe of Thomas's filence i in the article of royal 
f aller His Majesty too much bedaube 470 King foutteth up Thomas's 
mouth—Peter telleth Thomas how be ſhould have managed—Peter de de ſeribeth 
"= > devil—Enquireth for Modeſty —PFindeth her—Giveth a Jovel ly ficlure * 
5 Miſs Morning And her loyal ſpeech to Pete. Peer cannot exiſt nor ſub- 
ſiſt without Kings—Peter citeth the avorld 5 opinion of him—Peter finely 
an nſe fFeveretb it— Peter ſeemeth glad—He aſteth a fly queſtion about C artons— | 
Peter zelleth an uncomman Ao. . Peter continueth talking about Cartoons oh 
F. eareth that they are in Jeopardy - — Peter coneludeth with ſublime ſmiles 5 
8 of trout, eels, whales, gau ſheep, and good « advice to THOMAS, | EN, 


BROTHER 
Brormen 2 0 
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8 Koo: Thomas, what hath Fwallow'd all the praiſe? 
_ of royal virtues not the lighteſt mention! 
Strung, like mock pearl, ſo lately on thy lays! 1 


Tell me, a bankrupt, Tou, is thy invention | ? 


How cou aft thou 0 thy Parron' 8 fame forget, _ 

As not to pay, of praiſe, the annual debt? 

WaITZAEZa and CinnEx, all the Laurcat Throng, 

: To Faux $ fair P 'emple, twice a Nr, preſented 

Some royal virtues, real or invented, 

In all the grave ſublimity of ſong. 
3 HFeralds 


tet 


Heralds ſo kind for many a chince-burn winht, 


Creeping from cellars, Juſt like ſnails from earth; 
Or moles, or field-mice, ealing into light, 

F orge Arms to prove a loftineſs of birth; 
Tracing of cach ambitious Sir and Madan 


. The branches to the very trunk of An AM. 


Then why not thou, the herald, T ou, of chime, 
Still bid thy Royal Maſter ſoar ſublime ? * 


Bard ſhine | in  iQtion 3 then how flight a thing 


oy To 0 make a coat of merit for a King! | 


Luer Conia DIET Bi: 
Fe or furniſhing a pretty lyric dream; 3 7 
Y "RE Once a monopoliſt of nod and ſmile: : 
= of broken ſentences and queſtions rare, 
of ſnipſoap whiſpers ſweet, and grin, and ftare, 1885 


F, or which thy muſe would travel many a mile. 


But lo! 4s General, for a crying fin, 


3 f Loft broken ſentences, and nod, and grin, 
| And 


1 
And ſtare and ſaipſnap of the beſt of Kings "7 


T he ſin, the crying ſin, of rambling 
Where Oſnaburgh's good Biſhop, gambling, 


Loſt ſome few golden feathers from his wings ; 


Which made th eck) General run and drown ; 3 


f Such were the horrors of the royal frown ! 15 


For lo! His M- 


- * moſt roundly ſor e 


: He d nod to General CanrenTER no more. 


"—_—_ 


ns Oh! glorious love of all-commanding key 7 
: Dear to ome Monarchs, as to Bruin, honey; 5 
1 Dear : as to gamblers, pigeons fir to pluck ; 


Or ſhow” rs to hackney coachmen or a duck! 


Thomas, thy I might have | prais d the King 


For making ſinners mind the Sabbath — 
Bidding the idle ſons of pipe and leing, 


Inſtead of ſcraping} Jigs, fing pfalms and pray; ; 


Thus piouſly againſt their inclination) | 


Dragooning ſouls unto falvation... 
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The Monaxcu gave up Mr. Joan Bars, 
With that ſweet nightingale his lovely mate; 

Who with the organ and one fiddle 

Made up a concert every Sunday night: : 


T hus yielding Ma. JESTIES ſupreme delight, 


' Who reliſh cheapneſs een in : tweedle eweedle. 


For N ATURE formeth oft a kind 

of money loving, ſcraping, fave-all mind, 
5 That happy glorieth | in the nat 'ral thought 
of getting © ev” "ry thing £ for nought :/ 5 


5 Fre rom n Delhi's 8 diamonds toa Briftol flonez 3 


From royal eagles to a fquayling parrot; ; 


Ds From bulls of Bafan to a marrow- bone; 3 


Fi rom rich ananas to a mawkiſh carrot : 1 


1 And getting things for nought, I needs muſt . 


In not the nobleſt, is the cheapet way. 


had often nature nnn ſtuff 4 


That tainks it never hath enough 


 Hoard- 


Hoarding up treaſure — never once enjoying 


— _ 


T's 1 


Such is the compoſition of /ome ſouls ! 
Like Jackdaws all their cunning art employing, 


In hiding knives, and forks, and {poons, in holes, 


Lo by the pious Monarch' 8 proclamation, 


The courtier Amateurs of this fair nation 


On Sundays con their Bibles — wake no not —— | 


The ſtubborn UxBRIDGE, muſic-loving Lord, 


vom: dumb obedicnce to the royal word, 


And bids the inſtruments lie quiet. = 


f Sweet Miſtreſs Wars! is fore d 1 to pray, 


And turn her eyes up, much againſt her will; 


Saxpwicn {ings palms too, in his | pious way ; 5 


And Lady YouxG forbears the tuneful trill : 


” And very politic i is Lady Young : 
A huſband muſt not ſuffer for a ſong. 


The gentle ExzrEx his treat gave up, 


So us'd upon the ſweet repaſt to ſup ; 
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As eager for his Sunday's quaver diſh, 


As cats and rav nous Aldermen for fiſh. 


5 Lord BRUDENELL, too, a Lord with lofty noſe, 

Bringing to mind a verſe the world well knows z : 
Againſt ſublimity that rather Wars; ; 

Which i in an almanack all eyes may * 

0 5 cc Gos gare to man an upright form, that he 


. © Might v view the Stars. 5 


1 fay this warchful Lon, who boaſts the knack, 
Behind His Sacred Majeſty” s great back, 

of placing for his latter end a chair - 

| Better chan any Lord (fo ſays Fame” J trump) = 
That ever waited: on the royal rump, 1 


80 ſwift his motions, and ſo ſweet his air ; 1 


Who, if His Majeſty & but es or  biceup, | 
Trembles for fear the King ſhould kick up 3 z 


Drops, with concern, his jav — with horror freezes — 


Or ſmiles « God bleſs you, Sire,” whene'er he 1 


This 


LET: a + 


This Loxp, I ſay, uprais'd his convert chin, 
3 21" 
And curs'd the concert for a crying ſin. 


King WI TEIN) from the find of leeks and cheoe, 


With ſighs, forbore his baſs to ſeize ; 5 


With huge concern he dropp d his Sunday airs, 


And grumbled out in Welſh his thankleſs pray „ 


The baſs, indeed, Te Dau ſung, 


Glad on x the willows to be hung. 


| And really * twas a very nat ral caſe - > Eee 


Poor, inoffenſive baſs 1: 


9 


8 For when King Watkin ſerubbeth him — alack 1 | 


The inſtrument, like © one upon the rack, 
: Sends forth ſuch horrid, Inquiſition groans ! 1. 


Enough to . hearts of ſtones !. 


Thus though 1 in concert politiss the Knight 
Battled with Miſtreſs WALSINGHAM outright ; 5 
vet both agreed to lift their palms, 

Not n but ſinging palms. 


SAL SBUR” 


1 . [ 8 : 1 
Sar 'sBURY was alſo order'd 6 reform, 
Who, with my Lady, thought it vaſtly odd, 


'T bus to be fore d, like failors | in a ſtorm, 


| Againſt their wills to pray to God. 


Thus did che yu ci hrvugh the town, 
Knock nearly all the Sunday concerts down! 

| Great act] &er long "twill be a fin and ame 

i Fe or cats to warble out an am rous flame ! 2. 
Dogs ſhall be whipp d for making love on de, 

Who very well may put it of to Monday, = 


N ay, more the royal. piety to prove; „ 

And aid the pureſt of all pure religions; 3 

To Bridewell ſhall be ſent all cooing pigeons, 
And cocks and hens be laſh'd for making love 2 | 

Sparrows and wrens be ſhot from barns and houſes, 


For being barcly civil to their ſpouſes. 


Peor Sir JohN Dick was, lamb-like, heard to bleat 


At loſing ſuch a Sunday's treat =— 


Sir 


t 1 


Sir Joux, the u. owner of a flar — 


Which radiant honour on ſurtoutes he itches ; 
Lamenting faſhion doth not ſtretch ſo far 

As ſewing them on waiſtcoats ad on breeches; ; 

Which thus would pour a blaze of filver day, 

And make the night a perfect milky 1 


Let HaupDEN, Choluoxp' Er, thoſe ſinful ſhavers, 
Re ous; riot in their Sabbath ers; * 
Thus Aying in the face of our GREAT Kino, 


Prophane God' $  refling day with wind and bung; ; 


- Whilſt on the T errace, 'midft his German band, 


5 On Sunday « evenings Gronos | 18 pleas d to and; 


” Contented with a / imple t tune alone, 


"BE God ſave great George 0 our + King,” . Dove Joan; 


Whilf Cnnauns, Larkin from their Rarry height, 
Wink at cach other, and enjoy the gebe. 

And SATAN, from a lurking hole, 

Fond of a ſeeming-godly ſoul, _” 
| . „ Had 
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His eyes and ears ſcarce able to believe, 


Laughs in his ſleeve. 


Stay, Muſe—the mention of the German band 1 


Bringeth a tale oppreſſive, to my hand, 

3 Relating to a tribe of German boys, 
Whoſe horrid fortune made ſome lle noiſe ; ; 
Sent for to take of Engliſhmen the places, ” 


5 Who, gall d by £ ſuch hard treatment, made oy faces. 


Sent for they were, to ſeed in olds ff clover, 


5 0 ſeaft upon 9 Coldltream regiment's $ lat: 2 


Swift with their empty ſtomachs they flew « over, 5 


And wider than 4 Kerenhuller hat. 


But ah! 1 their knives no yeal nor mutton cary d! 
T 0 feaſts they went indeed, but went and Aare 47 
: T heir Maſters, raptur d with the tuneful treat, 


Forgot muſicians like themſelves cou 'd eat. 


Thus the poor woodcock leaves his frozen ſhores, 


When tyrant Winter midſt his tempeſts roars: 


: Invited 


Invited by our milder Fl he roves; 


Views the pure ſtreams with j joy, and ſhelt* ring groves, 
And in one hour, Oh | fad reverſe of fate | 


Is ſhot, and ſmokes upon a poacher's plate 
Thus ending a ſweet epiſodic ſtrain, ; 

1 rura, dear Thome, to thy Ode again. | 

: What! ! make a diſh to balk thy Maſter” 8 Ions! 7 


A pudding, and forget the OW” 1 


7 Mercy upon us LL what! a cook. art chou! 


8 Dry I en already | | — what a fad milch cow ! 13 


Who gay , at firſt, of fame ſuch flowing pigs 1+ — 
5 Say, Thomas, what thy hyric udder ails * 


: Since truth belongs not to the laureat trade, 


Tis ſtrange, tis paſſing range, thou didſt not fatter „ 


5 Speak — — light money were thy wages paid? 
Or was thy pipe of fack half fll'd with water 2 
Or haſt chou, Tom, been cheated of thy dues * 


Or hath a qualm of conſcience touch'd thy Muſe ? | | 
Thou 


„ 
Thou might ſt have prai'd for dignity of pride 
Diſplay'd not long ago among the Coors: 
Searching the kitchen with ſagacious looks; 


Wigs, « chriſtned n on their heads, he ſpied. 


To | Kd a wig on a cook” $ bead 
Juſt like the 1 wig that grac” d his own, 
Was verily a light too dread |—- 


Enough to turn a a king to fone! 


On which, in language of his very . : 
His Majeſty bis royal | ire expreſs d. 


6 How, how ! what! Cooks wear ſeratches juſt like me l— 


* : 


strange! firange! yes, yes, 1 he; I fee, 1 ſee— 5 


0 


La) 


© ine fellows to wear ſcratches! Is no doubt— 


| 


"60; 1 Il have no more—no more when mine's worn out— 


. He? pretty! pretty! pretty too it looks 


.C 


e 


"Po ſee my ſcratches upon Coole "UN 


Acad le! 46-batad choad d d lb 


As ſoon as ever he wore out the wig ; 
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[ 13 ] 
He with a pig-tail deign'd his head to match 


Nor more profan'd his temples with a Scxatcu ! 


Thomas, I ſee my ſong thy feelings grate — 
r 


* he world may e me lyar, but fincerely | 
I love bim — = for a partner, love him dearly : 


: Whilſt his great name is on the ferne, I m fur: * 
wy credit with the Public 3 is ſecure. 


vo, beef ſhall grace my ſpit, and ale ſhal flow, 
As e long as it continues George and co.; 


That i is to lay, in plainer metre, 


| George and Peter. 


Yet, as ; ſome little money I have made, 


I've thoughts of turning Squire, and quitting trade 5 
This 1 in my mind I've frequently revoly d; 
And in fix months, or ſo, 


For all 1 know, 
7 1 partnerſhip may be diffoly d. 


EE, Whate'er 


Whate'er thou think'ſt——howe'er the world may carp, — 


T Romas, I'm far from hating our good King ; 

| Yes, yes, or may 1 thrum no more my harp, 

As Davin ſwore, who touch d ſo well the ſtring — — 
No, T om; 5 3 —the idol of thy feet devotion 


| Exeites not HATE, whatever elſe th emotion. . 


| To write a book on \ the: Sublime, Te own, 
Were 1 a bookſeller, 1 would not hire him; 5 
vet, ſhould I hate the man who fills « throne, 


| Becauſe, for booth. F can' ot admire him * 
Hate him, becauſe, ambitious of a name, 
| He thinks to rral een the Peer in fume? | 


A Prince of ſcience in the arts ſo chaſte [gs 


7-0 giant to him i in the world of taſte ; 5 


Who from an envious cloud one day thall ſpring 


Ane ove tha dignity may clothe a iid, 


Who when by Fortune fix'd on Britain's throne, 


Wherever merit, humble plant, is ſhown, 


Will 
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1 3 1 
Will ſhed around that plant a foſt ring ray; 


Whoſe hand ſhall ſtretch through poverty's pale gloom. 
For drooping Gxxius, finking to the tomb, 


And lead the bluſhing ranger into os 


Who ſeorns (like Raw). to chronicle a filling, 2, - i | 

Once i in a twelvemonth to a beggar giv” n; 3 5 = 

By ſach 1 mean charity (Lord help em) willing 
To 8⁰ as s cheap as 20h; to Hear n n „ 


: Hate kim, becauſe, untir WY the Monarch pores | 
on Haxper' J manuſcript old ſcores, 
And ſchemes ſucceſsful daily hatches, 

: For faving notes 0 *erwhelm' d with ſcratches ; . 


Recovering from the blotted leaves 


Huge cart-horſe minims, dromedary « breves ; 3 ; 
Thus faving damned bars from juſt qummations 
By way of brightning Handel 8 reputation ? ? 


Who, charm d with ev 'ry crotchet Handel wrote, 
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| Heay' d into Tor' NAM STREET each heavy note: 
| And forcing on the houſe the tuneleſ: lumber, 
| Drove half to doors, the other half to ſlumber ? | 
= Hate 


Hate him, becauſe the wotks/of Mr. Weser, 
His eye (in wonder loſt) unſated views Pits: 
Becauſe his walls, with taſteleſs trumpery dreſt, 


Robs a poor ſignpoſt of its dues? 


H ate him, becauſe he cannot * 
5 But in the company of welt? 


Becauſe of modern works he makes a a jc, 
. the works of Mr. Weſt | * 


LIE; 8 


„ REN %Eͥͤĩ iVpyr Os Rr ov, RIAL MES 
yo n * 8 N 2 
2 JJ ' EP 


L Who by: the public, fain woold have careſt 
The works alone of Mr. Weſt! | = 5 
Who thinks, of painting, truth and caſte, the telt, 


None but the wond' rous works ol Mr. Weſt! 15 
Who, a for Rurxouns, cannot ber hin, 
And never ſuffers WIIsox's Cr A near him. 
N or, Car ROUGH, thy delightful Girl: and Boys, 


In rural ſcenes ſo ſweet, amidſt their; joys, 


With ſuch ſimplicity as makes us Hart, 


: Forgetting * tis the work of art, 
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Which wonder and which care of Mr. Weſt 


May in a ſimile be well expreſt: 


A SIMILE. 


THUS have I ſeen a "child with ſmiling face, 


: A little daiſy | in the garden place, 


And ſtrut in triumph round its lar; rite flow 1 3 


Gaze on the leaves with infant admiration, 


Thinking the flow r the fineſt in the nation, 


Then pay a viſit to it ev” ry hour : "Po 


8 Lugging che wat” ring pot about, 


Which Jonx the gard' ner was oblig d to an; 


8 Fx he child, fo pleas'd, d, would pour the water out, : 


'To how its marvellous gard ning kill; 


T hen ftaring round, all wild for praiſes panting, 


Tall all the world it was its own ſweet planting ; : 


And boaſt ; away, too happy elf, 
How that | it found the daiſey all, itſelf! 
F ANOTH E R 


1 18 A 


ANOTHER SIMILE. 


IN 1 2 if I may „ine agen, — 
Thus have I ſeen a fond old hen 

5 With one. pooe | miſerable chick ; | 

Buſting about A; farmer 8 yard z 
Nou on the dunghill labouring hard, 
| Scraping away through thin and thick : 
Flut ring her becher. — making uch a noiſe! 
Cackling aloud fuch quantities of 3 joys, 
As if this chick, to which her eg gave | birth, 
| Was born to deal prodigious knocks, 


To ſhine the Broughton of game cocks, 


And kill the fowls of all the earth! 


5 E EN with his painter let the King be 2 
Egad! cat, drink, and fleep, with Mr. Ws r; 


Only let me, excus $'d from ſuch a gueſt, 


Not cat, and drink, and * with Mr. Weſt; 


And 


12 
= 2 
3 

e 


as J 


And as he will not pleaſe my taſte——no never 


Let ne not give him to the world as clever - 
A better conſcience i in my boſom lies, 


T han imitate the fellow and his flies. 


. * 0 PER and. the FLIES. 
| GROUP of topers at a table a po 
With punch chat much regales the thirſty foul: 


Flies ſoon the party join' a; and j Join' d the chat, 


Hlumming, and 8 round the mantling bowl. 


At length choſe Ales got drunk, and for cher fn, = 


R EY oy er genre > ——ů— — — — 


Some hundreds loſt their legs and tumbled | in; ; 


- And ſprawling midſt the gulph profound, 
Like Pharaoh and his daring b. hoſt, were drown” al ! 


Wanting to drink—one of the men 


Dipp d from the bowl the drunken hoſt, 


And drank—then taking care that none were loſt, 


He put in ev'ry mother's ſon agen. 


1 1 


Up; jump d the bacchanalian crew on this, 


Taking it very much amiſs — 


Swearing, and in the attitude to /mite : — 


us Lord!” * cried the man with gravely-lifted eyes 


CO * Though I don t like to fallow flies, 


« = : did not know but others might.” 


WHO 51 1 hate the King, proclaims a lie! f 
8 E- en now a royal virtue likes my eye! 


To prove th aſſertion, let me juſt 8 


5 The King's 8 ſubmiſſion to the vill of Parz. 5 


8 


i Whene's er in hunts the Monarch i 18 thrown out, 
As i in his politics — —A common thing F 
With r eyes he flares at firſt about, 


Then faces the misfortune like a King! 


Hearing no news of nimble Mr. STac, 


He fits like Patience grinning on his nag! 


Now, 
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Now, wiſdom-fraught, his curious eyeballs ken 
The little hovels that around im riſe: . 
To theſe he trots—of hogs ſurveys the ayes, 


5 And nicely numbers ev * cock and hen. 


1 hen aſks the fewer wit or farmer's maid, 

: How : _ eggs the fowls have laid! 

What s in the oven—in the pot—the © crock— : 
Whether * ce rain or no, and what 8 0 „clock. 
Thus from poor hovels gleaning information, 1 


| To ſerve as future treaſure for the nation! 


There, terrier like, till pages find him out, 


He pokes his moſt fagacious noſe about, 


And ſcems i in Paradiſe - — - like that ſo fam d; 


Looking like Ap AM too, and Eve ſo fair ; Y 


Sweet ſimpletons ! who, though ſo very bare, 


« Were (os the e not af * | 


No O man binds ks fo well as GrorGE the Third, 


By thirſt of leather glory ſpurr' d — 
—— At 
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At bookbinders he oft is ſeen to laugh — 
And wond'rous is the Rag in ſheep or calf ! 


1 But ſee ! | the Paincr upon ſuch labour Jocks 
Faſtidious down, and only readeth books ! —— 


Here by the Sire the Son i is much ſurpaſs 41 
Which Fa ame ſhould publiſh, on her loudeſt 2 


| The King beats Monmouth Street in caſt. off rickes. — 
T hat i is, in coats, and waiſtcoats, and i in breeches - — 


Which, draughted once a year for foreign ſtations, | 5 


Make fine recruits to ferve ſome near relations. 


But lo! 1 the Parner, ſhame on him! never dreams 
"Of pretty Jewiſh, economic ſchemes ! 1 
; 80 very proud, ＋ m rie 'd, 0 Tom, to tell it) 


He d rather give « a coat mM; than fell; it! 


Fair juſtice to o the Monarch a allow. 

Prodigious ſcience i in a calf or cow ; ; 

| And wiſdom i in the article of el | 

| What moſt wnuſual knowledge for a King! 

Becauſe pig wiſdom f is a thing 

In which no Sov'reigns cer were known to ſhine. 


Yet 
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E 
Yet who will think I am not elling ab.: 
The Paxcn, who Britain $ throne 3 in time ſhall grace, 
Nebler finger d at a fair, a bullock's ribs, 


N or ever ogled a pig's face! 


i O dire diſgrace! 0 let i it not be known | 


That 2 4 father hath excell d a fon! 


- 


1 ruth bids me own that I can n bring. 
A dozen who admire the King ; * - 
And ſhould he dream of ſetting off for Haxoven, 


f As once he Gaid hen wou 4, to ſpite Cnanrzs Fox; 'T 
Drayy all his ile money from the ſtocks, 


| Shut ſhop, and carry ev'ry pot and pan over; 


F think — indeed I'm fore I know, . 

7 Bat dozen would not let him go; 1 

But in the ſtruggle ſpend their vital breath , 
8 And hug their idol, probably to death; 


As happen d to a Romiſh Pricſt —a wile. 


That, whilſt I tell it, almoſt turns me pale, | 
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The ROMISH PRIEST. 


A TALE. 


A PARSON i in the neighbourhood of Ro M E, 
some years ago—how 1 many, 1 don- t fay - EY 5 
: Handled ſo well his heay' ny broom, 


He bruſhd, like cobwebs, fins away. 


Brightned the black horizon of his pun ) | 
Gave to the Princes or Darxxess ſuch hard blows, . : 
That SATAN was afraid to ſhow his noſe, | 


(Except i in hell, before this prieſt ſo war arri 


To beach folks how to ſhun the paths of evil, 
And prove a match for Mr. Dev, 
Was conſtantly this pious man 8 endeavour, 


And, as 1 ve faid before, the man was clever. 


Red- TR was all his zeal—and Fame declares, 


He gallop' d like a hunter o'er his pray rs; 


[ 25 * 


For ever lifting to the cloth his forehead 


Petitions on petitions he let fly, 


Which nothing but BARBARIANS could deny — . 


In ſhort, the Saints were to ns worried. 


with ſhoulders, arms, and hands, this reien devour, 


80 well his evolutions did perform; 


His pray rs, thoſe holy ſmallſhot, flew chout 
$ thick —it ſeem d like taking Heay' n * form! 


Without one atom of refleion, 
No candidate at an \ leQion 
Did ever labour more, and fume, and bveat, 
T 0 make a fellow change his coat, 
And bleſs him with the caſting vote, 
Than this dear man to get in Heavy n a ſeat 


F or fouls of children, women, ad of men : . 


N 0 matter which the ſpecies—cock or TTY 


Thus did he not like that vile Flut d think 
Who makes us all with horror ſhrink, 


* eee A knave 
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1 
A knave high meriting Hell $ hotteſt coals ; ; 


Who wrote a dreadful book, to prove 


T hat women, charming women, form d for love, 


Have got nö Wulle tk 


. Monſter ! to think that WO MAN had no > ſoul! 


Ha 1 haſt how not a foul, thou pecrleſs Mar o, 


Who bidft my rural hours with rapture roll; 5 


Whoſe beauties charm the ſhepherds and the ſhade! 


Ves, Crxrüia, and for fouls like thine, | 


F ate into being drew yon ferry ſphere ; 8 


Then kindly ſent thy form divine, | 


-Þ 0 ſhow what wond” rous s bliſs inhabits there! [ 


In ſhort, no y harte ever work'd fo hard, 5 


From vaults, to drag up hogſhead, tun, or pipe, 


As this good prieſt, to drag, for [mall reward, 


The ſouls of ſinners from the Devil's gripe. 


Pleas'd _ 


[27 'F 
Please 4 were the higheſt angels to expreſs 


' heir wonder at his fine addreſs ; 


And pow'r againſt the Fiexp who makes ſuch rife — 


Nay, e'en St. Perer ſaid, to whom are giv” n 
; The keys for letting people into Heay' n, 


He never got more halfpence 1 in his life, 


'T was added that my nameſake Aid le, 
(Peter, the porter of Heay n gate, ſo truſty * 


1 hat till this prieſt appear” d, fouls were 9 rare . 
His bunch of keys was abſolutly ruſty! | 


Did GenTLEMEN of fortune die, 5 
And leave the Cuvacn a good round ſum; p 
Lo! in the twinkling of : an eye 


'T he parſon frank d their fouls to kingdom-come | 1 


A letter to the PoR TER, or a word, 


Inſur'd admittance to the Lord. 


Nor 
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Nor ftopp d thoſe ſouls an inſtant on the road 


To take a roaf before they enter 'd in; * 
For had they got the Plague, | 'twas ſaid that God 


Had let them enter without quarantine. 


5 Well then 1 this parſon 3 was fo much admir' d, 
7 8⁰ o ſought, fo courted, v defir' aq 


Thouſands with putrid ſouls, like putrid meat, 


Came for his holy pickle, to be ſweet : 5 


Juſt as we : ſee old hags with j jaws of carrion, 
Enter the ſhop of Mr. Wanzes ; 35 : 
Who diſappoints that highwayman call'd ru, 
if Noted for robbing 1 of their prime,) 

By giving S1xTy Frys's pale, wither'd mien, 


The blooming roſes of SIXTEEN. 


Such vaſt impreſſions did his ſermons make, 


| He always kept his flock awake 
In ſummer too — hear, parſons, this ſtrange news, 


Ye who ſo often preach to nodding pews | 


A neighb' ring : 


EF oo. 
A neighb'ring town, into whoſe people's ſouls 


Sin, like a rat, had eat large holes, 

Begg d him to be their tinker —— their holeſtopper — 
For, gentle reader, fin of ſuch a ſort is, 

It ſouls corrodeth juſt as aqua Fortis 


Corrodeth i iron, bra, or copper. 


They told him they would give bim beer x bay, 
If he d agree to change his quarters z 


5 Proteſting, when his foul ſhould leave its s clay, 


To rank his bones with thoſe of Salxxs and Mats. 


i T 155 was a handſome bribe all Papiſts know ! 5 
But ſtop. — his pariſh would not let him 80 —— 
+ hen, furly did the other pariſh look, 

And ſwore to have the man by Hook or r Crock. ; 


80 eis d him, like a graceleſs throng — — 
The prieſt 8 pariſhioners, who lov d him al ; 
Rather than to another church 3 


| Swore they would ſooner ſee him lodg'd in Hell — 


bi — 


1 1 1 
80 violent was their objection f 


So very ſtrong, too, their affection ! 


< The LaDiEs, : too, united in the ſtrife; 
Proteſtig that they © ce  loy' d him as their life, 
hs 80 freetly he would hook when down to ply vt. 


«© 80 happy ir in a . ſermon choice; J 


00 And then he had of nightingales the voice - 


66 


And holy water gave w ith Aach a an Lair! 


iclding ſuch quantities of heavenly pleaſure! 


:  Forgiving fins ſo free, too, at confeſſion, ; 
ad However carnal the rranſgreſſion, 


In ſuch a charming, love-condemning ſtrain! — 


He really ſeem” d to fay © Go fin again; ; 


08 HTI ſhall not throw, my angels, on your | - fouls | 


4 80 ſweet, a a fingle ſhovelful of coals, ” 


K*. 


Lord! loſe Io fine : a man | 7 Fs Io great a treaſure! $ 


No- 


Ln 3 
Now in the fire was all the fat : 
Juſt as two bulldogs pull a cat, 
Both pariſhes with furious zeal contended - — 
80 heartily the holy man was hugg d, 
80 much from place to place his limbs were lug“ d, 


T That very fatally the battle ended | ! 


In ſhort, by hugging, lugging, and kind ſqueezes, 
1 he man of God was s pull di in fifty pieces! 


1 his work bete 4. the bones were fought for Qouty ; 5 


And 0 che fray continued moſt Ny 
Lo with an arm, away « one : raſcal fled ; 
| . his with a leg, and that che head — 


off with the foot another goes 


Another ſeizes him and gets the toes. 


Nay, ſome, a relick fo intent to crib, 
F ought juſt like maſtiffs for a rib; 


Na ay more, (for truth, to tell the whole, obliges) 


A dozen battled for his Os Coceygis * ! * 


* _ tip of the rump. 


Heay'n, 
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Heav'n, that ſees all things, faw the dire diſpute, 
In which each pariſh acted like 4 brute; 

T hen bade the dead man as a Saint be ſought ; 


=. Still, to reward him more, his bones enriches 
N With pow' rocr Bvils, Rheumarifms, and Itches, 
However dreadful, and wherever caught: 55 7 


Thus, by the grace of Him who governs thunder, | 


His very | toe nail could perform a wonder. 


: Thus might 01 our Monarch, by this dozen men, 

: Be hugg d and chen! and then! and then! and then! | 5 
Then what? why, then, this dircful in muſt ung: 0 

1 a good ſubje& loſe, and thou a Kane! ! 


| 5 No, Tom; | no more to rike us wich amaze, 
= 1 * by courtly tropes of adulation blaze: : 
A ſetting ſun art thou, ſo mild thy beam l 


By hou (like old Ocran' $ heaving wave no more, 


That lifts a ſhip and fly with equal roar) 


N 8 Pour'ſt from thy lyric pipe a ſober ſtream. 


os þ 
No more we hear the gale of Fame 
i Wild bluſt'ring with thy MasrER's name x 
eee e 


(Like feathers) on on the ſurge of rhyme. 


But lo the cauſe! It was the ROY AL WILL 
To bid the tempeſt of his praiſe be till : 
To No more to let his virtues make a rout, 


| Blown Rs paper kites * 


Indeed thy Sov reign i in thy ol 0 fine, 
Might juſtly have exclaim' d at many : a line, 
« In peacock” $ feathers, lo, this knave arrays me. 9 
| And like a King « France of whom T' ve read, 
N Our gracious Sor reign alſo might have ſaid, 


& What have I done that he ſhould projfe me ? 1 


With ity have I ſeen thee, Son or | Sons, | . 
T rundling thy ly ric wheelbarrow along, 
Amidſt Sr. Janss' 8 gapers to unload 


T he motley maſs of pompous ode; 
. 
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And wiſh! d the ack, for verſe the f prize, 


— 


T o poets of a leſs renown 
To poor WiLL Mason, who i in ſecret fighs 


© To ftrut beneath the LaukRAr's leaden crown. * 


Warm in the praiſe thou might'ſ have been, 
: of 2 great King and bis great * * 
But not fo diabolically 8 
5 A downright devil, or a pepper-pot. 


By | Dev * (without thy being bm a wizard) | 

7 hou ought ſt to know 1 mean a x turkey” 8 gizeardz Tz 
80 chriſtned for its quality, by man, TT 
Becauſe ſo oft tis loaded with lion — 

This dev IE is ſuch a red-hot bit of meat 

As vothing but the dev! himſelf ſhould eat. 


A 2 was kings enough, the world well knows 7 


. GO Why give the pap of praiſe then with : a ladle 23 
5 Gently thou thou d ſt have rock” d him to N 


rr 


Not kke a drunken nurſe o erturn 0 the cradle. 
1 do 
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I do not marvel that the King was wrath, 
(Knowing himſelf no bigger than a lath) 
"BO find himſelf a tall, gigantic oak 


. "Twas too much of a magic-lantern ſtroke. 


Ah | where was Mopksxv, che charming maid! 2 
Where was ; the rural vagrant ring, 
N ot to admoniſh thee, an idle jade, 


When thou thy runeful compliments wert paying 2 


vet why this queſtion put T T om, to thee' ; Be 


Lord! how we wits forget | E -ſhe was ; with me.. 


Dear Modeſty (by very few careſt,) FD 
Oft condeſcends to be my guelt : 


From time to time, the maid my rhyme reviews. 


And dictates ſweet inſtructions to the muſe. 


Yes, frequent deigns my cottage to adorn, 


Iuſt like that bluſhful damſel call'd Miss Monx — 


Whos 
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Seeming with ßweet reproof to ſay, 


| 36 * e 
| Who falling from the dreary: « caves of kde; —_— 
Moves from her caſt with filent Pace and flow 


Oo er vonder ſhadowy mount s gigantic brow, 


And to my window ſteals with dewy light, 


T hen peeping through the panes with cherub mien, 


Seems to aſk liberty to enter in. | 


: N ow vent” ring on the fables of my room, 
She Freeps the darkneſs with her ſtar-clad broom: 
No ow pleas d a Atronger ſplendor to diffuſe, 


Smiles on the plated buckles i in my ſhoes; $11; 


Smiles on my breeches, too, of handſome pluſh, 


Where George $ heads once made no gingling | found, 


But where amidſt the pockets all was s huſh 


Such awful Kilence reign' d around! 15 


Whoſe fob, which thieves 0 often pick, 


Was quite a ſtranger to a watch”: 8 click. 


| Now caſting on my pen and ink a ray 


I 
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0 The lark to Heay'n her grateful. mattins fings: 


cc Then, Peter, allo ope thy tuneful throat, 


6c And, happy i in a faſcinating note, 


4. Riſe and bewitch the beſt of Kings, a, 


Howe' er the world t abuſe x me e may be giv n, 


14 cannot do without Crown” D \ Heaps, by Heay' al 
Bards muſt have ſubjects that their genius fuit— 


And if [ ve not Crown d Heads, I muſt be mute. 5 


a My verſe | is ; ſomewhat like a game at © While; 


Which game, though play d by people er fo keen, 


Cannot with much ſucceſs, alas ! exiſt, 


| | Except their bands poſſeſs a King BET Y Queen. | 


I own, my muſe delights i in royal folk: 


Lead-mines, producing many pretty pounds! 


| Jos Metals, furniſhing ; a fund of joke! 


Lo, with a Pani of joke a court 3 ! | 


At royal tollies, Lord! a lucky hit 


Saves our poor brain th' expence of wit: 


——— —᷑—ͥ— — — 


At 


1 6 
At Princes let but gatire lift his gun, 


The more their feathers fly, the more the fun. 


E'en the whole wr; blockheads and men of letters, 


Enjoy a cannonade upon their betters. 


And, vice va Kings and Queens 
: Know pretty well what ſeandal means, 
| And love it oo yes, Majeſty's SA erinner: - 
Scandal that really would diſgrace a table 
5 Hath oft been beckoned to a royal table, . 


And pleas d a princely palate more than diner. 


[ know the world exclaimeth in this guiſe : — | 


« un" a Ring not overwiſe, | 


200 (4 vice in Kings 1 not very oft ſuſpeaed) 


e Suppoſe by does this childiſh thing, and ” - 


4 -If f folly conſtitutes a Monarch 8 blig, 


* Shall ſuch * ſaucy poets and corrected] 5 


„ Bold 


; 8 


* eee 


An 


Bold is the man, old Parſon Calchas * cries, 


ö E 


Who tells a Monarch where his error lies. — 


te Grant chat a King i in converſe cannot ſhine, 


s And ſharp with ſhrew” d remark a world alarm; 3 


| 0 : 


4 , a 


What buſineſs peter Pindar, 1 ist of chine ? 


Grant puerilities — pray where's the harm? —— 


To thisFanfier, „ Tasrt think « King 
oy Will 8⁰ to hell for ev "ry childiſh thing— Ge. 


ce vet mind, 1 think that one in his great Kaden 


Should ſhow ſublime example to a nation : 2 


aud when an eagle he ſhould bras 


To drink che folar blaze on tow” 'ing wing 


* „With daring and undazzled eyes; 8 


5 18 | 
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Not be a ſparrow upon chimneys hopping, 


1 


His head i in holes. and corners Popping 
« For flies. 
* Vide Homer. 


Tom, 
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Tom, I'm not griev d that thou haſt chang d thy note, 
And oP 'd-on Windfor wall thy tuneful throat; 
For verily it is a rare old maſs 
Nor angry that to Wer thou doſt deſcend ; 
The King” $ great painting oracle and friend, 
Who teacherh h Jzay AS how to 1 good glaſs | 


i But, fon of I $18, fince amidſt this ode, 
Thou talk it of painting, like an ardent lover, 
of panes of glaſs : now daubing over, 


Dimming delightfully the great abode ; ; 


Speak— know'ſt thou aught of Rariaru's rare Cartons * 


1 have not fen them, Tom, for many moons 


_ Why did it thou not, amidſt thy chyr ming fie, 


of thoſe moſt heay' a pictures talk & bit = 
For which the N. ATION paid down e ev. "ry 2 
_ Rare pictures, brought long fince from HAMPTON Covar, 


And by a Jetf- taught CARPENTER cut ſhort, 


Jo ſuit the pannels of the QuEExN' $ old houſe. 
Do 


So ſays report hope it is not true 


| A town that brings to mind Sonne City Show'r 


Where clouds to waſh its face for ever Pour 


And yet I verily believe it too ; 
5 It is ſo like ſome people 1 could name, 


Whoſe pericraniums walk a little lame. 


| Beſhrew me, but it brings to mind 


A cutting don, much of che fame kind! 


It happ d at PLyMouTH town fo fair and ſweet, 
Where wandering gutlers, wandering gutlers meet, 
Making i in ſhow't rs of rain a monſt rous pother; . 
| Bart ring, like Rac-Fam Jews, with one the other, , 
5 With carrots, cabbage leaves, and breathleſs cats, 


Potatoes, turnip tops, old rags, and hats: 


A town where Beautraps unden water . 15 


Inviting gentle ſtrangers to walk in; 


| Where dwell the Lady Naiads of the flood, 


Prepar 4 to crown their 8 with mud. 


| M e A town 


EYS 


A town where parſons for the Living fight, 


— 


On every vacancy, with godly might, 


Like wreſtlers for lac d hats and buckſkin breeches z 5 


Where oft the prieſt who beſt his 3 employs | 


: To make the rareſt diabolic noiſe, 


With ſureſt chance of viet ry preaches : "es 8 


; Whoſe e ſounds alone his labours bleſs; 
Like « cannon fir d by veſſels in n diſtreſs. 5 


| A town ca; exil'd 147 che Higher Pow' rs, 


The Roval Tan with indignation lours ; ; 


Kept by his Six from London, and from fi, 8 


To fay his Catechiſm to Miſtreſs Wan. 


The 
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The PLYMOUTH CARPENTER 


and the COFFINS. 


I N the laſt war French — ners often died 
3 Ot fevers, colds, and more good things beſide : a 
| Preſents for valour, from damp walls and chinks, 
| And nakednefs, that ſeldom. ſees a ſhirt; 
And vermin, and all forts of dirt; 
And multitudes of motley inks, 


T hat might with ſmells of any clime ee 


| Thr aan fought the a a es of ir 


As coffins ane deem'd neceſſary chings, 
Pang a pretty fort of wooden wings 

For wafting men, to graves, for t 'other world; 
Where anchor d, (doom d to make no voyages more) 
The rudders of our ſouls are put aſhore, 55 


And all the fails for ever fur d. 


A carpenter, 


REL a. 
A carpenter, firſt couſin to to THEM AY'R, 
Hight maſter Screw, a man, of reputation, 
Got leave, through borough i int eſt, to Prepare 
Good wooden lodgings for the Gallic nation : - 
I mean, for luckleſ 8 Frenchmen | that were | dead 3 


And very well indeed Screws contract a. l 


His good friend Death made wonderful demands, 85 
As if they pay d into each other's J hands; 5 
; As if the Carpenter and Death went ſnacks— 
Wiſhing to make as ; much as e er thy cou d 
B this ſame contract coffin wood, 


F or fuch : as Death had thrown upon -chiekr backs, Fg 


2 his Carpenter like 1 men of other trades 
Whom conſcience very y cafily perſuades 
To take from neighbours uſeleſs kuperfluity ; 35 


Reſolv d upon an economic plan, 
Which ſhows that i in the character <<; man 


Economy i is not an incongruity. 
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I know ſome monarchs ſay the ſame—whoſe pulſes | | | 
| . £ | | | | 1 


Beat high for iv'ry chairs and beds and bulſes. 4 


For lo, this man of economic ſort 

Made all his coffins much too ſhort, 
vet ſnugly he accomodates the 4 
Cuts off, with much ſong fraid, the head, 
And chen to keep it ſafe as well as warm, 
He gravely puts it underneath the arm; 
Making his dead man quite a Pants beau! 


Holding his jowl en dope bra. 


But, Thomas, now to thoſe Cartons of fame — | 


Do aſk thy Sov” reign. in my name 


What; 8 to be done with thoſe rare pifures r next; "I 
Some months ago, by night, they travell' d down 
ö To the Queen J Houſe ; in Windſor town, 
At which the London folks were vaſtly vex'd. 
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For if thoſe fine Cartons, as hiſt'ry ſays, 


Were (much to this great nation's praiſe). 


Bought for the nation s ſole inſpection ; 


Unoſt 'd to ſuffer any man to feel em . 


Or ſuffer any forward dame to ſteal em 


Would be a national refleaion. nl 


| Tom, aſk, to SraeLITZ if they” re doom' d to 803 


Becauſe the walls are naked there, I know— ; 


strelitz a mouſe-hole is, all dark and drear 3 


8 and ſhou d the pictures k be inclin d to gray, 


Not liking Strelitz, they may loſe their way, 


And ramble to ſome Hebrew auctioneer: "BY 


Where like poor captur d negroes in a x knot, 


* he holy wand rers may be made a lor 
And like the goods at Garraway" J we had, 
Chriſt and the Saints be fold by inch 92 i candle“ 


Dearly 
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ET] 
Dearly beloved Thomas, to conclude ! 
(I ſe thee ready to bawlc out © amen :” ) 
| Joking apart, don't think me rudde 


For wiſhing to inſtruct thy lyric pen. 


Whether like trout and cels f in humble pride, i 
Along the ſimple ſtream of proſe we glide a 
Or ſtirring from below a cloud of ma; 
: Like whales we founder e. the hre. flood; | 
FE Or if : a paſt ral image charm thee more 3 A 
Whether the vales of proſe our feet aps, | 
Or rais Sd ſublime on ODE” 8 aerial fleep, I ö 
We bound from rock to rock like goats and ſheep z 4 | Þ 
Whether we dine with Dukes on fifty diſhes ” 
or, poet-like, againſt « our viſhes, rg 1 
on beef or pork, an economic crumb, | 
(Perchance not bigger chin our Sd : | 
3 4 
Turn'd 


i 48 + , 
Tas d by a bit of Naked at che fire,) 
*=T'V ſatisfy our hunger 8 keen defire ; j 


A good old proverb let us keep i in view. 


Dia. Thomas, give the dev'l his abe: | 


Whois: a Monarch, iſſuing high command, 
Smiles us to court, and ſhakes 1 us s by the hand; 
Or rude bumbailiffs touch us on the ſhoulder, | 


= And bid our tuneful harps i in priſon moulder ; ry 


. Sell not be meannef; ſunk) one golden line - 


: The Muss' $ incenſe for a gil of wine. ? 


T his were a poor excuſe of thine, my friend 


« Few are the people that mye Ode attend 

« 1 m lle a country clock, poor, bey thing, 
That on the aircaſe, or r behind the door, 

Wo Cries * Cuckow, Cuckow,” juſt at twelve and four, 


40 and chimes that vulgar tune cf God fave the King” | 


Oh! 


T's }. 
Oh! if anden WIpsen's lofty tow'rs, 


To ſave a fixpence in his barrack bow'rs, 


A Monarch ſhuffles from the world Auf, | 


And gives to FoLL” 8 whims the buſtling day; * 


From fuch low themes thy promis d praiſe recall, 


THE END. 


And ting! more e wonders of the old Mop WALL. 5 
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THE Proprietors of the Works of PETER PINDAR, 
| Ee. find chemſelves obliged on account of che frequent 
Piracies of his ProduRions, to offer Ten Guineas reward 
on the convietion of any offender, —The money to be im- = 
5 mediatcly paid by the Publiſher, and the name or names s of 


| the communicating Party concealed. 
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The A Complete LIST "of the PRODUCTIONS of. 
PETER PINDAR, Ek. 
oy of which may be had P G. K EARS LEY, No. RT: Fleet Sweet. 


A Poetical, Supplicating) EPISTLE to the REVIEWERS, 5 
FD THIRD Edition, Price One Shilling. 5 5 
LYRIC ODES to the ROYAL ACADEMICIANS for I 18. 
1 IFTH Edition, Price Two Shillings.. | | ” i 
7 Ditto for the Vear 1783. TF HH 12 N ; 
; FIFTH Edition, Price One ng and deres. . : 7 | 
Ditto for the Year 1785, © 


if TE Edition, Price Two Shilliogs an A, 1 


FAREWELL ODES for the Year 1786, SES 


_ FIFTH Edition, Price Three Shillings. 


The LOUSIAD, Canto 5 
SEVENTH I Edition, Price Two Shillings a and Sixpence: 


Ditto, Canto II. 5 
F OURTH Edition, Price Two Shilling and Sixpence. | 2 


| Congratulatory EPISTLE to JAMES BOSWELL, Ela 88 | 


SEVENTH Edition, Price "Two Shillings. Se 


OZZY and PIOZZI, a Town Eclogue, 
Fon I F IFTH ene Price Three Sbillings. 5 TY 
ODE UPON ODE, or a PEEP at st. JAMES' 7 
SIXTH Edition, Price Three Shillings. - 5 


An \ APOLOGETIC POSTSCRIPT to ODE UPON ODE, | 


A new Edition, Price One Shilling and Sixpence. 


INSTRUCTIONS to a certain POET LAUREAT, 
wy SEVENTH Edition, Price Two Shillings and Sixpence. 


5 1 2 be THIRD Canto of the LOUSIAD , is ranger ing or the Frs . 


